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also not entirely black, for I had twice carried a package from the Sister Superior to her nephew in the southern part of the city during my tnps there,
We waited in the hall while a young nun went for the Sister Superior. The baby wailed loudly, and the mother ga\e it her breast The wailing ceased immediately.
The Sister Supenor welcomed us cordially.
"It s very crowded here, very crowded But well manage somehow, won't \\e?** She smiled at the tiny infant noisily sucking at her mother s breast "If you have any other people you would like to send to us, just bring them over. Well manage "
Five more fames Zofia and I climbed through the ruins of No. 19, and plowed through the littered streets, bringing other totally helpless cases over and commending them to the loving care of the Felician Sisters.
Two more things had to be done that day. The dressing station had to be transferred from my ex-tobacco store to the cellar, and I had to make up a bundle for Barbarfca befc^e sending her away.
TTaere were nine beds in the cellar of our house where I had decided to set up the dressing station. I had to awaken tlie occupants and tell them to find new quarters m the laundry and in another cellar near by as we needed tibe room for expected casualties. They left the cellar one by one, some taking their bundles with them, others leaving them stowed Tinder tibe beds. No one grumbled or uttered a bitter word
I arranged the cots so that it would be easy to reach all of them. I put two tables, one large and one small, against the wall, and another behind the big chimney, in a place I considered safest, all our sanitary supplies I laid out 00 this third table Then I prepared my own kit and checked its contents carefully, Looking around the new dressing station, I sighed with satisfaction It was much